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TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 
Elizabeth Counteſs of Northumberland. 


Baroneſs Percy, &c. 


Madam, 
li 1 Hope the melancholy occaſion of this 
1 * eſſay will attone for my pre- 
r ll avonr in addreſſing it to Y our Ladyſhip. 
It was wrote, at a time when the heart felt 
too ſenſibly Y our Ladyſhip's affliction, to be 
ſtrictly attentive to the niceties of art; your 
judgement will therefore diſcover in it a few 
little irregularities, for your candour to over- 
look; yet would it be at this time much 
more unpardonable in me to be wholly 
ſilent, than to ſubmit it as it is, to Your 
Ladyſhip's peruſal. 
* The 


DEDICATIO®O N. 


The common ſubject of dedications, 
would be a moſt improper ſubject for this ; 
for which reaſon I forbear to offend Your 
Ladyſhip's admirable ſenſibility and true 
greatneſs of mind, which is infinitely ſuperior 
to the popular abſurdity of a laboured com- 
pliment; nor could any thing be more un- 
neceſſary, ſince to the Patroneſs of Arts, and 
Sciences, we naturally affix the idea of what- 
ſoever is good and great. 


L have the honour to be 
Your Ladylhip's 
moſt obedient, 
and deyoted ſervant, 


JAMES SHEELES. 


THRENODIA NORTHUMBRICA. 
J. 


LH ARK, th' Aolian lyre awakes - - - 
Let Inſpiration guard the ground, 


Huſh'd be each ſound, 
That breathes around, 
And from the air its ſtillneſs takes. 


Softly ſweep the ſilver ſtrings 
Airs that in muſic dip your wings, 
In ſweet deſcant let it try 
The various pow'rs of harmony; 
For in that ſhell 
Perſuaſives dwell 
The fierceſt pang of grief to quell, 
From death and more than death to ſave, 
And foil the after-horrors of the grave. 
= 
Ah, ceaſe the fruitleſs, vain endeavour, 


Never (oh! ſweet flatt'rer) never, 


Never 


FE 


Never can thy meaſur d voice 


Oppoſe the Providence of God's good choice. 


Can muſic's voice awake the dead, 
And charm their cold and chilly bed, 
Or can its pow'r pervade the ſtone 
Deaf as the duſt it hes upon, 
Can it unlock the ſilent tomb, 
Where no ſound ſhall ever come, 
Save the dull beat 
Of wand'ring feet 
Which chance or ſorrow lead. 
Yet once it had almoſt prevail d, 


Though when almoſt ſucceeding, ſtill it fail'd ; 


Then ceaſe the vain endeavour. 
II. 

Yet let poetic madneſs paint that hour, 
When, as if through muſic's pow'r 
We could redeem thy lovely form 

And diſappoint the worm ; 
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Ev'n Groxor might ſacrifice to thee, 


An emp'ror, and an empire bend the knee. 
But, ah! ſhe's dead 


And ſwiftly ſweet the lovely viſion fled, 
Ideal pleaſures, tempt my thoughts no more, 


Alas! ye cannot life reſtore. 
The harebell blue, and ſnow-drop pure 
Can winter's froſty sky endure, 
The partial {kites their beauties ſparc 
To ſpread their incenſe to December's air. 
Then who can bear the ravage to conſume 
All Eden's beſt, accumulated bloom? 
IV. 
Sweet Eliza, charming maid, 
How low thy head is laid, 
In the cold carth, all cheerleſs and forlorn 
Untill th' alarming ſounds, that warn 
Th' appearance of that great, judicial morn, 
Wake us with thee to riſe. 
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Where is the brightneſs of that eye, 
Where is thy ſenſibility, | 
Thy decent tongue, thy modeſt ſenſe 
Thy wit, that never gave offence ; 
Wiſdom, far thy years above, 
And ſmiles that raviſh'd us with love, 
Thy vermeil lip, thy roſcate breath, 
Were theſe a conquelt fit for death? 

Yet pale and ſenſeleſs, low they lie, 


As ever lay deformity. 
V 


But was it theſe alone the Muſe admir'd, 
Hark, the ever-living lyre 
Wakes into ſounds of extacy and fire 
To ſing of godlike innocence inſpir d. 
Now ſhe breathes her loudeſt ſtrain 
Till pleaſure verges upon pain; 
Till with its ſwelling accents riſe 
Seraphic forms, that ſhoot along the ſkies, 
And warbling as they glance, fill up th immortal ſymphonies. 
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And fee, it melts the hard relentleſs rocks 
To yield their honey down in many a rill 
With all the choir 
Of heav'nly wind, that works on heav'nly wire, 
And mortal muſic mocks. - - - 
But, ah! forbear the aching ſenſe to tire 
And ſtra:n thy ſtrings too high 
For hark, the ſounds by check d exertions die, 
Till at length 
Their waſted ftrength 
Expire, 
And all is full. - - - - 
VL. 
When Orpheus ſtrove 
The Gods to move, 
To reſtore his lovely bride, 


Reſolv'd to prove 
The will of Jove, 
He fill'd with muſic all the grove, 


And charm'd the Styx to love 
Vor was the boon denied. 
B 2 


. 
So thou, whoſe mind 
So much effected, and endur d 
Haſt ſurcly left none like thee here behind; 
While in this careful world immur d, 

In ſweet eſſays 

Th' Almighty's praiſe 
In ev'ry word, in ev'ry thought deſign d, 
At length the dove that joins the myſtic Three 

Inclin'd to thee, 
For tis the vigorous pow'r of youthful piety 


In ſtrength to riſe 
Above the ſkies 
Before whole hecatombs of purple ſacrifice. 
ED VII. 


Between the cherubims th Almighty ſhone 
High on his everlaſting throne, 
But yet he heard his own. 
Come, ſweet cherub, come, ſaid he, 
Receive the crown of immortality 
Prepar'd for ſuch, and only ſuch as thee. 
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Come, ſweet cherub, quickly come, 
Conſign thy body to the tomb, 
And leave thy ſoul to me. 


Come, inherit 
Jays as great, as is thy merit. 
Thus ſpake the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit--- 
They ſpake; but not as we 
From ſhadowy forms, and long deduction free 
All Three concur'd 
That ſuch a faint ſhould be preferr'd 
And ſpake it, in one great, deciſive word. 
VIIL. 
He ſpake, and it was done, his will 
Not needed time to finiſh fate, 
But mercy interven d, for ſtill 
She waitcd at his palace-gate. 


Oh ! 


( 14 ) 
Oh Lord, thy ſcrvants hearts prepare, 
For grief (ſhe ſaid) and not deſpair, 
Propitious hear 
Thy vot'ry's pray'r 
Some ray of conſolation grant, 
From med cine ſend ſome ſhort relief, 
Leſt that the dart 
Which rends her precious heart 
Deſtroy the whole inſtead of part; 
Oh! let God think upon his covenant, 


Wherein he ſwore, 


To drown the world no more, 
Then plunge it not in grief. 

For by a ſudden ſtroke, 
The heart is broke, 


When expectation blunts the ed ge of care 


Her 
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Her voice which never ſued in vain 
Th' Almighty bleſs d with juſt applauſe, 
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And pleas d to hear her votive ſtrain 
Addreſs d in ſuch a pious cauſe, 
| | Take, faid he, 
' The firm decree 
And work it, as ſeems beſt to thee.--- 
IX. 
Then firſt, ſweet maid, 
Thy lovely form 'gan fade, 
q 25 Now the roſe thy cheek forſook 
| And left it pale, 
{ | Life's purple brook 
| By flow degrees 
| We | Began to ceaſe.--- 
| And now the muſk-roſe of the vale 
| Wichdrew its balmy breath, 
| Alas! too fatal ſign that death 
| His near approach had made. 


X. Now 
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X. 
Now nature held the mirror to thine eye, 
And bade thee look through time, up to eternity; 
For though it was th' Almighty's voice, 
Th' Almighty would it were thy choice--- 
But out alas! what a fad change is here, 
Her feeble voice eſſay d to ſay, 
Dutky Death has been too near, 
Haſte, haſty death away.--- 


Though ſince the worſt be almoſt done, 


And my quick-declining ſun 


Seems wiſtful, that his ſhort-liv'd race were run, 


Holy Father, hallow'd name 

Who ſit'ſt on heav'n's high throne, 

Oh make my will, and thine the fame, 
And let thy will be done. 


B24 
XI. 
She ſpake, and cloſe at hand ſtood Death, 
No frown the tyrant wore, 
He only came to ſee her loſe her breath 
And never look'd fo mild before, 
When turning to her Friend ſhe ſmil'd 
Almoſt at Life's Expence, 

To ſee a heart juſt-breaking, Griet-beguil'd 
By happy knowledge of her innocence. 
Give me thy friendly hand, ſhe faid, 

It ſooths my dying heart 
To know when thy poor friend is laid, 
Thou in her Parents grief ſhall ſhare a part ; 


(Oh couldſt thou pour ſoft comfort's balm, and ſooth 
th' afflited heart) 
Whoſe duteous ſervice ſprang from love, and warms 
cen death's cold dart. 
— 


t oF 3 
XII. 
Oh Death! thy cruel ſting is paſt enduring ; 
Inſtead of ending me tis curing 
It has reſtored my wandring mind. 
Soft.---Ah me--- 
It will not be--- 
I may not, muſt not live; 
But ſee the ties which muſt be torn aſunder, 
Then can ye wonder, 
That I ſhould grieve, 
In a wide world of woe, ſuch friends to leave behind. 
Ah ſee my fire 
With grief expire, 
His greatneis {inks into the man ;---1n looſe attire 


See, ſee my mother wrings her hands 
All deſolate ſhe ſtands 
Forlorn, alone 


And weeps herſelf to ſtone. 


Wrap d 
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Wrap'd in a facred train of picus thought 
Sce her to higher grace, by melting nature brought. 
Collected now her native majeſty 
Conccal'd the tear, repreſs d the ſigh, 
Sec the ſad mourner bow to Heav'n's fu Premacy.--- 


Death had ſurvey'd 
The lovely maid 
While theſe laſt words were half unſaid; 


And now enamour'd grown 


Willing to call the prize his own, 
He touch'd---not ſtruck his bride--- 
She knew the touch---and died. 


Ca 


CET ATI 


OW at thy feet, a young and ſpotleſs maid, 
Beneath the weeping marble's newly laid: 
To a long line of ancient anceſtry, 

Where kings, and warnors, ſaints, and virgins lie, 
Add one more fainted name EL1ZABETH, 

A noble PRC, unſubdu'd by Death. 

Her ſhrine, this abbey is, this vault her tomb, 
Where many their laſt pilgrimage muſt come-- 


Kneel, and give praiſe, and reſt to Heav'n reſign'd, 
For that's the leſſon which ſhe left behind. 


In the Winter will be Publiſhed, 


O D E S on ſeveral Subjects, and ACADEMIA, 
a Poem in Six Books. 


By Mr. SHEELES. 


